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Many thanks to the many people who I 
have inflicted with these conundrums 
ever the decades. In particular, thanks 
to Andrew Poultridge for goading me 
into collecting them in this booklet. 
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You are driving down a quiet residential street, not really paying 
attention to the road. You realize moments too late that a car has 
stopped in front of you and even though you slam on the brakes, your 
front bumper manages to lightly tap the rear of the other car. Not 
real hard, but enough to give the other driver a bit of a jolt. 


This other car is big. It has evil looking fins. It is a black car 
with tinted windows. The driver's door opens and as you see the leg 
step out, you notice that instead of a foot, this car's owner has a 
cloven hoof. As he approaches you, you just know that this being is 
not of this earth. 


He taps on your window, you roll it down. "Okay," he says ina sweetly 
menacing way, "This is only a minor infraction, so I shall make your 
curse a mildly amusing one. For the rest of your life, whenever you 
laugh, you can sound either like the character of Renfield as played 
by Dwight Frye in the 1931 classic motion picture, DRACULA, starring 
Bela Lugosi, or, the character of the Penguin as played by Burgess 
Meredith in the hit TV series BATMAN (1966-1968)." 


So as you think about it, you know that whenever you go to a movie, 
or a restaurant, or a party, whenever you laugh out loud people will 
stop and stare at you. As Renfield, your laugh would sound something 
like “Huh-hnnn-hnnn-hnnn-heeeen," with a psychopathic edge. The 
Penguin sounds like, "Wa-waaak-waaak-waaak-qwak." 


“Choose one," he demands. You know that refusing to do so is not an 
option. Which one would you pick? 


Fifty thousand dollars, tax frea, in yourn Hf you do the following task 
for a full year 


You must wear a glant planttc cartoon head at all tino whenever you leave 
your houwe, ‘The head wil Jook Tike the delightful Harvey Comes character 
Richio Rich, frozen Ln a ail Hing axpreanion. ‘The head will be large, but 
fm enough Co PEE Chreugh a door, EE WEL) probably be too big to fit 
alcar, ho TE you need Crannportatton you will have to ride in the back 
Of a tinck on van, 


If you set toot outside your door without the giant Richie Rich head, you 
will not get any money. Even if it is just to get the mail or daily 
newspaper. A team of experts will be watching you. 


The view of the outside world from inside the giant Richie Rich is limited. 
You would be unable to eat while wearing the giant Richie Rich head. You 
would, however, attract attention wherever you went. People would say, "Now 
there's something you don't see every day, someone walking down the street in 
a giant Richie Rich head!" 


So, would you do it? 
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Agree to the following, and half a million dollars is yours, tax free. 
500 thousand smackeroos. 


First, you must legally change your name to simply "Lothar." No surname. 
Change your driver's license, Social Security, etc. If anyone addresses 
you by your old name, they must be corrected immediately, "Sorry, but 
my name is now ‘Lothar, please address me accordingly." And none of 
this "Lothar formerly known as John Doe" stuff, There is no getting 
around it. It shall be Lothar. Period. 


Secondly, whenever you leave the confines of your hame, you must have a 
fez at all times. Yes, a fez. With a tassel. On your head. At all times. 
You cannot allow the wind to blow it away. You can only get a haircut in 
your home, the sole place where you can be fezless. Even if you require 
brain surgery, it would have to be performed in your home to allow you 
to be without your fez. 


It doesn't have to be the same fez every day. You can pick the color. 
But you will be Lothar, the guy with the fez for the rest of your life. 
If, at any point you fail to comply with these conditions, the entire 
half million dollars must be repaid. A crack team of Lothar-watchers 
will be keeping tabs on you. 


So who out there is game? 


The following scenario han elicited a pouitive response from only one out of 
15 people, according 1 my unnetont Hele ji vey, one positive answer came 
from my brother, Bryan, which tn a bE wre inome considering we are from the 
name genetic neighborhood, 


Ho here we go. Do Chins for a year and you et 260 grand, frec and clear. 
Failure Co comply WiL) result fino payment. 


Adeoper iy hooked up to your waist. Ht is smitl and unobtrasive, ‘this device 
feria Dw folel parpose. Prrst, Ginny FitGle s 
Iveta et your body, they are not uncomfortable and cause no damage. But they 
do let the machine know whether or not you are asleep. This information is 
Lransmitted to an office where a group of scientists wearing lab coats and 
horn-rimned glasses can tell if you are awake. This brings us to the second 
function of the beeper. 


sasors are connected Lo various 


Every half hour this beeper will emit a polite alert. when this sound is 
made, you have 60 seconds to obey and do the following-~ stand up, raise 
your elbows straight out on both sides until they are parallel with your 
shoulders. At this point you will look like you have the stance of a robot 
in a 1950s B-movie. Now, move your elbows up and down about three or four 
inches. At the same time rotate your entire body one full circle in a 
clockwise direction. 


Tt doesn't matter what you are doing 
before the beeper alerts you. Taking 
a bath,’ in the middle of childbirth, 
testifying before the U.S. Senate 
Judiciary Comittee, whatever. You 
must stop whatever you are doing, 
Stand up, move your elbows up and 
down while spinning in one full 
clockwise circle. You have 60 
seconds to obey the beep. The 
exception, of course, is when you 
are asleep, thus the reason for 
team of scientists reading the 
monitors hooked up to your body. 


Since so many people spend much of these Liven behind the wheel of a car, 
this can be a problem, ‘The conditions would require you to stop the car, 

get out, and do the Oiing, Thin might be lmponsible ti sais places, [would 
suggest hicing a driver to transport you i a van where you would have enough 


f 


It is early evening as you return to your home. You are sure that all the 
lights were turned off when you left this morning, but you see the kitchen 
light is on, You unlock the front door, and can hear some kind of cookery 
noises from the stove area. Slowly you tiptoe to the warm light of your 
kitchen, look into the door and see ... 


... Nikita Khrushchev in the middle of the room wearing an apron. He is in 
the process of making donuts. The table is filled with them. Nikita appears 
to be alive and well, looking much like he did in the early 1960s. Never 

mind that he is now well over 100 years old. Never mind that he supposedly 
died in 1971, Here he is, in your kitchen, wearing an apron, making donuts. 


He greets you with great fondness, speaking in broken English. He asks if 

it is okay if he can hide out at your place "for a few days." Nikita promises 
that he is no threat to our national security. He cannot explain the how and 
why about his presence in your kitchen. And he can give nothing in return, 
except conversation and donuts. So can he stay with you for a bit, and would 
you promise not to tell anyone, at least for awhile? 


He offers you a donut. It is the best donut you have ever had in your 
entire life. 


What would you do? 


You are sitting at a counter in a diner, and you suddenly become aware of 
someone right next to you. The strange thing is that you do not recall this 
person arriving and encroaching your personal space, He just seemed to 
suddenly appear out of thin air, You glance his way and get a jolt as you 
discover him staring at you with pale blue eyes. 


He looks as if he is no taller than four feet. His hair is orange-red and 
curly, He has a beard but no mustache. His pug face is on an oversize 
head. He is wearing a green suit, complete with a bowler derby of the same 
color. It is no surprise that when he speaks, his accent is Irish. 


He says he has selected you for a special mission. In a couple months, a 
mwomber of Britain's royal family will be married in a ceremony of great 
pomp and ritual, TL will be covered live by many television networks. Our 
Little qreen friend wants to disrupt this wedding and you are part of the 
plan, 

Minit, he will arrange to tly you to England a few days before the wedding. 


‘The evening before the ceremony, you will be smuggled into the Gothic 
cathedral, where you will be hidden high in the ceiling above the altar by 
an elaborate camout Lage, 


‘vhere you wait until the next day. hen the ceremony hits a crucial point, 
you break out and swing down from the ceiling on wire. The wire is low 
enough to allow you to swing back and forth, but too high for anyone to 
reach you without the aid of a ladder. You are wearing a Santa Claus suit. 
You sing, "Have a holly jolly Christmas! It's the best time of the ..." 

then at the word "Year" you stretch it out and mutate it to an airplane dive 
sound, followed by machine gun noises, followed by a mock radio May Day 
call. 


So, you are swinging back and forth in a Santa Claus suit singing/saying, 
“Have a holly jolly Christmas! It's the best time of the yearrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr- 
rerererrmmrrr! Acka-acka-acka-acka! May Day! May Day!" This is repeated 
over and over until the horrified security officers figure out how to remove 
you, A process that should take about 10 minutes. 


Your little green friend says he will pay all expenses, including legal bills. 


When the British release you from custody and send you back to the U.S. of A., 

you are free to capitalize on your new-found fame in any way you li 

The little man says he will give you — ; 

24 hours to consider his offer. You WAVE A HOLLY TOLLY cHiiSTeaas |p 

blink, and he's gone. TVS WE BESY yume of THE CE 
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In 24 hours he'll track you down no ASeich REKEREER Rp 

matter where you are and demand an MWA AC RA-AcK ALS 

answer. What will you tell him? MAY Day! May ay! 


You are a middle manager in a large white-collar organization. Your CED is 
a very cautious, conservative man. Although his uninspired and sterile 
speeches are a source of humor among the workers, his political power is 
much feared. His pod of 2nd tier managers and advisors are generally 
purged every three or four years. You are considered a 3rd tier player, 
but you could easily be bumped upstairs at any time. 


One day your job duties require you to pay a visit to the seldom seen 
lower basement of your office building. At first you think you are alone 
in the cavernous maze of crates and boxes, but you become aware of a voice. 
A singing voice, and it sounds like ... like Elvis Presley. No kidding. 


As you home in on the sound, you can hear: 


"Girl, girl, girl 

You gonna set me on fire 

My brain is flaming 

I don't know which way to go" 


Creeping around a group of large crates, you discover your CBO in an Elvis 
suit. He has the wig, the cape, the sequins, the belt buckle the size of 
your head, the shades. ‘The works. He's singing "Burning Love." 


"I'm just a hunk, a hunk of burning love." 


You stand for a minute in ope-mouthed awe, then realize your immediate 
supervisor is crouched in front of you. He's concentrating on the 
videorecorder as he tapes the CBO in performance. You inadvertently back 
away and knock over a small box, drawing-the attention of your boss. He is 
not pleased. His face is red and he clenches his teeth in an effort to 
contain his fury, "Get OUT of here 


You return to your desk, shaken and disoriented. 30 minutes later your CEO 
walks by and greets you as if nothing had happened. He is back to his boring 
self. A few minutes later your supervisor shows up. He wants to see you in his 
office. 


And this is what he says, jabbing your chest as he pokes his finger with 
each word, "If you EVER breathe a word of this event to ANYONE, you are 
FINISHED! FINISHED!" You are too frazzled to ask for a definition of 
"Finished." 


What would your next step be? 


Your hometown is having no more or less crime than the next town, but a 
wealthy citizen has decided to do something that will make the streets a 
safer place. For reasons that are obscure, he has selected you for his 
pitch, And here it is: 


For the salary of 500 dollars a week, you will become your local superhero, 
Tt will be a fairly easy, low energy job. ‘This position will require you 
to wear a costume, complete with tights, cape, mask, and some giant letter 
‘or symbol on your chest. You drive around your busiest downtown streets at 
night in a special attention-grabbing crime fighting mobile. At roughly 
every hour you will be expected to jump out of the car where many people 
are congregated, like a line of moviegoers, and proclaim something like, 
"Evildoers beware! I amon the prowl tonight!" 


‘The costume and car will be supplied by your wealthy patron. You will also 
be given a secret hideout. Of course your true identity will never be 
revealed, and unless you are a complete moron, you'll keep this little 
secret to yourself. 


‘The contract terms are that you perform your crimefighting display at 
least once a week, Maybe twice a week on special occasions. You will] 
never know exactly which evening you will be called, but under no 
circumstance can you excuse yourself, If your little beeper goes off 
while you are, say, having a romantic dinner at an expensive restaurant, 
you have to think of some lame reason to get away, "Oh, I... er ... must 
have left my hamster's iron lung unplugged," or something like that. 


Also, the length of time you will be a crimefighter is not secure. It 

could be for one month, or one year, or even a decade. The wealthy patron 
wants you to generate headlines and throw fear into the hearts of criminals. 
Needless to say, you would not be able to List this job on your resume 

when you move on to another career, 


So as this patron waits for your answer, what are you thinking? 


Oh, right, I almost forgot. You will not be 
actual crimefighting or apprehend any criminal 


nected to engage in any 
or solve any mysteries. 
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Okay, here's the deal: Every morning as you go through the routine of 
making coffee, combing your hair, catching a few stories in the newspaper, 
ete., you will incorporate the daily ritual of having a little guy visit 
you and quickly add two small tattoos to your body. 


The images affixed to your body are applied under very exact conditions. 
They will measure } inch in height, be of green color, and portray the 

dollar symbol ($). On the first morning, the tattoos will be place directly 
above the middle of each eyebrow. On the second morning another set will be 
added above your previous tattoos. This pattern continues upward, until your 
hairline is reached. Two pathways must be shaved along the top of your 
cranium to allow the images to be displayed. As the daily dollar signs keep 
adding up, the parallel lines continue over the crest of your head, back down 
along both sides of your spine, down behind your legs, along the bottom of 
your feet, and then back up your legs, etc.-- until the last tattoos reach 
your lower eyelids. 


You can dress in any manner you choose, but the tattoos above your neck 
cannot be covered. This means that two narrow pathways must always be kept 
open on your scalp to prevent your hair from covering the images. Folks like 
Patrick Stewart and Jesse Ventura will have an advantage here. 


The ink in the tattoos is not permanent, and it will be timed that all the 
green dollar signs on your body will fade away after 2 years from the day 
you start this adventure, 


For incentive, you are given $500 for each tattoo, which means $1000 a day. 
Once you start, you must agree to finish the whole process. I have 
calculated that the average size person could earn over $336,000 in 11 
months. Ideally, this would be a perfect money-raising opportunity for a 
tall, bald person. 
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FLOATING BABY HEAD 
FLOATING BABY HEAD 
OH ,1TS A SIGHT WE DREAD 
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Benjamin Harrison, our 23rd President, lived from 1833 to 1901, He served 
in office from 1889 to 1893. Aside from being the last President to have a 
full beard, his term was otherwise unremarkable. But you are going to bring 
his name back into the limelight. You are going to make people really 
reconsider the Benjamin Harrison administration. 


And here's how. You will impersonate Benjamin Harrison and run for 
President. ake yourself look like him as much as possible, You need to 
enter all the Republican primaries. You will say as little as possible, 
except for maybe, "Benjamin Harrison for President! I'm your guy!" The 
part of the campaign that will make people sit up and take notice will be 
your theme song, entitled, "Floating Baby Head." 


It sounds kind of like "Riders on the Storm," but the lyrics go: 


“Floating baby head 
Floating baby head 

Oh, it's a sight we dread 
The floating baby head ... 


And so on, Your followers sing it at every rally in a serious, slow tone. 
To make it even more dramatic, dozens of balloons shaped like baby heads 
are filled with just enough helium to have them float around just a few 
feet off the ground. 


Be cryptic about their meaning, Do these heads with the song mean you are 
pro-choice, or pro-life? Just smile and tell them to study the life of 
Benjamin Harrison, then they will know the answer. 


Did I forget to mention there is no cash incentive on this one? You are 
doing this for the joy of doing this, I can think of a few Republican 
primary seasons in recent history where a Benjamin Harrison impersonator 
surrounded by floating baby heads wouldn't seem out of place at all. 
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Let us say you entered into the business of being a fake psychic. You 
advertised your services as totally bogus. This idea started as a 
conversation at a party, and you decided to test the qullibility of 
your fellow man by creating an enterprise that was honestly fake. 


You had a 1-900 number. Your office consisted of a desk in your garage. 
Since you were an upfront non-psychic, there was no need to waste money 
on items like incense, candles, an impressive library, The only real 
overhead cost is in advertising: "Genuine fake psychic services. I have 
fo ability whatsoever in ESP, predictions, contacting departed loved 
ones, reading former lives, etc." 


The novelty of this idea initially earns you some humorous local press 
coverage, and the emnity of some real psychics, But the phone calls from 
clients start pouring in. They don't care if you are a fake, they need 
help and want answers. But in addition to knowing nothing about psychic 
matters, you have no training or qualifications in the area of 
psychology. 


As you meet with your first dozen customers, it becomes apparent that all 
you have to do is tell them what they want to hear. They are Lining up at 
the door. The phone is ringing off the hook. You are now at the point 
where you will either have to hire some help, or, declare that this joke 
has gone far enough. 


No fair using psychic methods to arrive at an answer. 


{y 


As you might have figured out by now, I was an avid reader of comic books 
during my formative years. One particular subculture of characters I enjoyed 
in the 1960s were the Bizarros, part of the Superman family. They looked like 
they had been badly sculpted out of white rock. Everything they said was the 
opposite of how we would understand it. For example, instead of saying, “I 
love you," a Bizarro would express the same feeling with, "Me hate you." 


The Bizarros had Superman counterparts in their world. There was a Bizarro 
Lois Lane, Bizarro Jinmy Olson, etc, A little known fact about Matt Groening, 
the cartoonist behind the Simpsons, is that he has been fascinated by Bizarro 
Perry White for decades. Go ahead, ask him about it. 


Many years ago a fellow in Florida by the name of Bob Moulton sent me a 
bibliographic chronology of Bizarro appearances, starting from Superboy #68 
in 1958. While soaking in this scholarly work, I noticed an eerie fact-- 

In 52 appearances between 1958-1990, the Bizarros never once saw print during 
the administration of Richard Nixon! Between World's Finest #181 (Dec. 1968) 
and Superman Family #166 (Sept. 1974) the Bizarros were nowhere to be seen. 
Nixon served from Jan. 1969 to Aug. 1974. 


So let us say you have been made aware of this "coincidence" and while you are 
waiting at an airport you are mulling this Bizarro/Nixon thing over. Slowly 
you become aware of two men in dark suits, short haircuts, and sunglasses 
sitting behind you and talking in what they think are confidential tones. You 
can make out some of their words, not meaning to eavesdrop, but you get 

hooked as your hear, "Bizarro Perry White ... Watergate ... Deep Throat ... 
Kryptonite ... Fortress of Solitude ... Nixon in stasis ..." You follow them 
as they leave and notice that they board Air Force One, which happens to be 
be there at the moment. 


With the clues at hand, what would your next move be? 


This question assumes you have a second bathroom in your home. If you do not, 
then you are safe. 


Dick Van Patten (or an actor of his ilk), shows up at your door and offers you 
$50,000 a year to allow him to live in your bathroom. You can choose which 
bathroom. He will also have access rights to your kitchen. He promises not to 
hang out in any other rooms. Since Mr. Van Patten (or someone of his ilk) 

is famous and frequently engaged in time-consuming projects involving long 
hours away from home, he probably won't even be noticed. 


I use the term "ilk" because it is a word I like. In fact "like" and "ilk" 
are kind of cousins in the word world. 


So an older fellow who looks a bit familiar shows up one day on your doorstep 
and says, "I'm Dick Van Patten or someone of his ilk and I'd like to offer you 
50 grand so I can live in your bathroom." What would your response be? Oddly 
enough, in my informal polling, a majority of people said they would rent 
their second bathroom to Dick Van Patten. 


During the last few Presidential election years we seem to be getting a 
pattern of having at least one candidate who is incredibly wealthy. Most of 
these would-be Presidents have little or no government experience, but they 
want us to believe the size of their bank account alone qualifies them to sit 
in the Oval Office. 


In May or June of one such election year, one of these wealthy candidates 
knocks on your door. He has selected YOU out of millions of random Americans. 
We have to assume you are a natural-born citizen and over the age of 35, This 
candidate knows that his wealth is actually a handicap, creating a wall 
between himself and the average American. He needs scmeone on his team who 
can give him a reality check, to remind him what it is like to be a wage- 
slave. He wants someone next to him who will appeal to the everyday voter. 

In short, he wants you to be his runhing mate. 


He somewhat shamelessly says that he will tout you as his proof that he is 
connected to the needs and concerns of just plain folk, And if your ticket 
wins, you will hold a position that will be almost 100% ceremonial. He is 
up front about it-- you are a token, he could care less about your views 
on government, politics, or social issues. 


In fact, he says that you can say anything you want on the campaign trail. 
You will be expected to hit the same circuit as most Vice-Presidential 
candidates, but the difference will be that the standard bearer will not 
expect total loyalty. Indeed, he almost invites you to disagree on issues 
with him in public as proof that he is tolerant and inclusive. And if you 
screw up-- well, this candidate believes there is no such thing as bad 
publicity. 


You do not draw a salary for this adventure, but all expenses are covered. 


So, can we expect to see your name on bumper stickers and campaign buttons? 


TAS LONG AS T WAVE THE FLAG AND 
BLABBER ABOUT GOD, FAMILY VALUES 450 
Low TAKES, 2 HAVE FREE LICENSE TO 
CONDEKN AnD PEASECUTE ANYONE NOT 
LiKe us! 


In the future the prisons have become overcrowied, so the government has 
invented a technology that will put the criminal away for awhile without 
taking up valuable space-- old television programs. Yes, in the future 

the courts can banish lawbreakers to spend long periods of time as 
supporting characters in pixel pop culture. Of course, the programs 
selected cannot be in situations that are too pleasant, so I would like to 
be the first to propose two options: "The Village" from the 1968-69 BBC 
series THE PRISONER, or, "'Teletubbyland" from another BBC series which 
started in 1997, TELETUBBIES. 


In both situations an idyllic setting serves as camouflage for an Orwellian 
nightmare lurking beneath the surface. Both situations are in a world where 
technology reigns supreme. Number 6 is captured by a giant ball called a 
"Rover" whenever he attempts to escape, a ball not unlike the prop 
associated with Laa-Laa the Teletubby. In the "Village," the keepers of 
Number 6 try different methods of mind control to break the will of their 
prisoner, In Teletubbyland, a giant windmill spins, making the creatures 
quake with fear and obey some silent, pre-arranged command. Both settings 
have disembodied voices coming from an unknown source ordering the hapless 
central characters around. 


In both worlds we never know exactly who is in charge. Number 6 is ona 
quest to discover the identity of Number 1, and the smartest figure in 
Teletubbyland appears to be a four-wheeled vacuum cleaner. 


If you go forward in time from the era of THE PRISONER, and backward in time 
from the time of the TELETUBBIES, it is no coincidence that you'll land 
around the year ... 1984! 


So imagine you have been sentenced to live in one of these two worlds for 
six months, but you have the option of selecting which one. Where would you 
go? 


Okay, here's the deal. A chip is placed in your brain, It can be removed at 
any time and will cause no adverse effects by simply being there. But, it will 
control one tiny part of your behavior. 


As Morty the Dog demonstrates, this chip 
will cause you to involuntary sing "I 
Haven't Seen My Underpants In Weeks" 

{to the tune of "She'll Be Coming Around 
‘The Mountain When She Comes"). The order 
to sing the song will range from once to 
ten times a day, always at random. You 
will have no control over when it hits. 
You could be giving a eulogy at a 
memorial service, when suddenly you 
break out into a rendition of "I Haven't 
Seen My Underpants In Weeks." Or you 
could be getting your wisdom teeth 
removed, or you might be talking with 

a law enforcement officer while pulled 
over for speeding, or maybe in the 
witness stand while testifying in 

court during a sensational, 

nationally televised trial. You never 
know. 


I HAVEN'T SEEN MY UNDERPANTS IN. WEEKS 
1 HAVEN'T SEEN MY UNDERPANTS IN WEEKS, 
OH, L HAVEN'T SEEN MY UNDERPANTS 
HAVEW'T SEEN MY UNDERPANTS 

I HAVEN'T SEEN MY UNDERPANTS IN WEEKS ® 


re Sung To THE TUNE OF "SHELL GE COMME 
AROUND THE MOUNTAIN WHEN SHE COMES.” 


Also, the way in which the song is presented changes each time, also at 
random, Tt could be sung as Jazz, or country/western, folk, rap, rock, disco, 
opera, fast, slow, in the voice of Ross Perot, funny, sad, whatever. But it 
will consistently be loud-- loud enough to attract attention of everyone 
around. 


Do this for a year, and you get a cool million. You can have the chip removed 
at any time before the year is up, but you will get nothing if you do. At the 
end of the year, you can sign up for another annual hitch and earn another 
million, 


So this poses two questions: First, would you sign up for the chip? Second, 
how many years do you think you could do this? 


As a side note, it has long been a dream of mine to hear the Mormon 
Tabernacle Choir singing this song. 
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This one does not involve any monetary reward, you would be doing this as a 
life experience thing. I'm talking about curve-vision. 


If you say yes, you will go through a painless operation and be granted the 
gift of being able to see around corners at three different angles. It is a 
power that you can turn off and on at will. One drawback-- the operation 
cannot be reversed. You will have curve-vision for life. 


During my informal poll on this question, I have been surprised by the high 
percentage of negative responses to the question: "Would you like the gift of 
curve-vision?" Some people bring up the bicethical aspect, while others cite 
potential psychological side effects. 


‘Those who respond in the positive tend to have illegal or questionable 
motives, such as cleaning up at casino card games, pretending to be a 
psychic, etc. 


Personally, I like the idea of using this vast power for good in the fight 
against evil. Yes, Curve-Vision Man could really turn the tide in the 
never ending battle for truth, justice, and the American way. 


(SUNG To THE TUNE OF “SECRET AGENT MAN” By P.F SLOAN 
AND STEVE BARRI) - 


THERE'S A MAN WHO SEES LIFE AT AN ANGLE, 
ON THE EDGE OF DANGER HE DOES DANGLE. 
WITH EVERY CURVE HE SEES, 
BAD GUYS FALL To THEIR KNEES. 


WELL, NOT REALLY, BUY THE FRANCHISE RIGHTS MEAN Gravy / 
CURVE-VISION MAN 


CURVE-VISION MAN 
CAN'T THINK OF ANY MORE LYRICS. 
SO L GUESS TLL SusT Go Home: 


1 have an investment: opportunity for a store called "Mostly Butter." The 
customer will see rows and rows of butter in various forms. "Mostly Butter" 
employees will wear white milkman-type suits with headgear shaped liked a 
large cube of butter about shoebox size. 


There will be a small supply of non-butter products. If a customer requests 
such an item, like, let's say, milk, the exchange would go something like 
thi. 


Customer: "Do you have any milk?" 


"Mostly Butter" employee: "Yes, but we're MOSTLY BUTTER!" This stock, 
required answer would become a hallmark of this franchise. The punch is on 
the name of the store. The employee would be expected to exude real 
enthusiasm, enough to really jiggle the cardboard butter cube on their head. 
It probably wouldn't hurt to have the employee jab the air with their fist, 
in kind of an “atta boy" gesture while exclaiming the name of the store. 


"Do you have any magarine?" 


es, but we're MOSTLY BUTTER!" 

“How about cheese?" 

"Yes, but we're MOSTLY BUTTER!" 

“Are you out of your tiny little mind?” 
"Yes, but we're MOSTLY BUTTER!" 


And so on, If you were not willing to invest in such a venture would you 
consider becoming an employee of "Mostly Butter" if the pay was decent? 


Here is your chance to be a hero, but an uncredited one. 
A major Japanese whaler approaches you with an offer, Ready? 


He presents you with a hand puppet that has been designed to look just like 
you. His request is that you communicate only through this puppet using a 
high squeaky voice. So if someone asks, "How are you today?" you respond by 
sticking the puppet next to your face and saying in a ridiculous voice, 
"Pine, thank you." 


For every day you use this puppet as your exclusive means of communication, 
the whaler will refrain from hunting and killing whales. Let's just say he's 
a very sick man. 


His conditions are that once you decide to use the puppet, you must be 
consistent throughout the entire day, never breaking out of character-- even 
while using the telephone. Also, you cannot reveal to anyone why you are 
using a hand puppet replica of yourself to talk. 


Everyone will think you have taken a one-way trip on the Cocoa Puff train, but 
you will know inside that you are saving a whale to live another day. 


So who out there has that within that passes show? 


Let's set up a hypothetical situation where you are a well-respected 
playwright and your older brother, who has never steered you wrong, 
has an idea for a play that he really believes in. He wants you to 
write it and see that it is produced. 


The play is a musical production based on the life of that delightful and 
refreshing comix character, Mukey the Mutant Membrane. Mukey looks like 

a popular claymation television star of the 1950s, only our boy is made out 
of a different substance. Mukey's theme song goes something like: 


“He was once a repulsive ball of snot-~ Mukey! 
No use pretending he's something that he's not-- Mukey!" 


And so on. 


The musical could have comic overtones, but the core of the production 
would have to be the struggle of a giant talking, walking wad of mucus in 
gaining acceptance in this harsh and cold world. 


As it turns out, my brother is a professional playwright, and I have been 
trying to sell him this idea for years. I'm sure it would be a big success. 
The spin-off into Mukey products would be incredible, and imagine the 
marketing potential for Mukey toys, lunch boxes, video games, etc. 


But my brother keeps putting me off, stalling, being indecisive. He claims 
he doesn't want to tackle this subject until his writing powers have reached 
a higher peak. But somehow I think he's just humoring me. 


Come to think of it, this scenario doesn't really pose a conundrum, it just 
offers a fabulous common-sense opportunity. Okay all you deep-pocket readers 
out there, I'm through waiting for my brother. He blew his chance. I guess he 
doesn't want to be a famous playwright connected to the hottest new creation 
of the 21st century. So line up and invest! Here I am! Waiting! Right here! 
By the phone! 


Im An OASIS 
Cin A woRuD oF Huet! 


So you die and it turns out there is such a place as Purgatory. You are 
sentenced to a 20 year stretch but you have a choice. That time can be 
shared with Richard Nixon and Elvis Presley, or, William Shakespeare and 
Shemp Howard. 


with Nixon and Elvis, you might get to hear them singing a duet. 
"We can't go on together, with suspicious minds . 


With Shake and Shemp, you could hear the latter reciting. "To be, or not 
to heeeb-bececeb-beeeeeeb-beeeseee."" 


Either way, by the time your 20 year stint was over your mind would most 
likely have "gone peculiar," leaving you unable to really appreciate the 
next step. 


One morning while combing your hair you hit a tiny bump on the very top of 
your cranium. Upon closer examination this turns out to be an unusual green 
Pimple. In an attempt to ignore it, you ignore it. But by bedtime it has 
doubled in size. You have a very uneasy sleep with strange, vivid dreams. 


The next morning you are awakened by an obnoxious voice, “Hey lazybutt, out 
of bed! Time to get with the program!" As you stagger to your feet, you 
cannot find the source of this demand. But once you arrive in front of the 
bathroom mixror, it becomes all too, too horrifically clear-- a frog has 
grown out of the top of your head. And he talks. 


Actually, it is only part of a frog, the upper half being the head and 

front limbs. This amphibian has no sense ©f courtesy or diplomacy. He has an 
insult for everyone and everything he observes. To make it even worse, his 
gibes are all true, but they are the sort of remarks one does not say out 
loud in mixed company. 


You receive offers of equal amount from both the medical and entertainment 
communities. In both cases you are set for life if you accept. Of course, 
you would have to share life with a foul-mouthed, cranky old frog. Another 
option would be to simply have the creature removed through surgery. But 
before taking this measure, you are told there is no way to remove the 
little green guy without killing him. 


Time to pick an option. Which one will it be? 


You'Re FULL OF CRAP, AND You'Re FULL oF 
CRAP, AND YOU'RE FULL -- 


ALL OF YOu 
ARE FILLED 
To THE BRIM 


with cRaAP// 


